
PhOLOGVE. 

N Ew ?layes,and CMaydeahcads,are mare akin, 
Much follow'd both, for both much monygf n) 
If they find found, And well : And a good Ploy 
( Whofe mo deft Sceanes bluf on his marriage day, 
i^And I hake to loofe his honour) is like hir 
That after holy Eye, And fir fi nights fir 
Tet fill is Modefltc, and fill ret Aims 
More of the mAid t o fight, than Hus bunds paines ; 
We pray our Play may befo ; For I Am fure 
It has a noble B r coder, and a pur e , 

A learned, and a Poet never went 

More famous yet twixi Po and fiver Trent. 

Chaucer (of 'all admir d) the Story gives, 

There conflant to E ternity it lives j 
ifrv e let fall the N dblencffe of this , 

And the firfi found this childheare,be a hijfe, 

How will it jhakc the bones of that good man. 

And make him cry from underground^ fan 
From me the witles chafe offuch a wrighterifigket 
Thatblafles my Bayes, and my famd workes maks 
Then Robin Hood ? This is the feare we bring $ 

For to fay Truth, it were an endleffe thing , 

And too ambitious to a (fire to him j 
Weakens weare,andalmofl breath leffe fwim 
In this deepe water.D o but you hold out 
T our helping hands, and we fall take about. 

And fomething doe to five us : T ou fall heart 
Sceanes though below his Art, may yet appeare 
Worth two houres travell.To his bones fweetflecp •' 
Content to you. If this play doe not kcepe , 

A little dull time from us,wepcrccave 
Our Ioffes fall fo thicke.rve mu (l needs leave. 
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Two Noble 
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entsr'Asmtnmth aTorch burning: aRoy, tnawbtte 
Robe before fi»ging,and filing Elowres : After Hymen, 
a Nimpkencomfafi in her Treffes, bearing *” hea f n Q “ 
land. Then Thefeus betweene two ether ^ m ? hs 
wbeaten Chaplets on their heades. Then Hipolita the *> rt » 

lead by Thefeus, and another holding A Gar lan 

head(her Trefies likewije banging.-) After her trail* hoi - 
ding up her Traine. 

TheSong, Mufikp. ■ 

i Ofes their Jharpe (pines being gon, 

' Tgot royall in their fmtls alone, 
i But in their hew. 

Maiden pinches, of odour faint t 
Varies fmel-lefe, yet mofi quaint 
And fweet Time true. 

‘prim-rofe firfl borne yshildof V tr. 

Merry Spring times Hcrbinger , 

With her belt dimme. 

Oxlips, in their Cradles growing, 
tAdary -golds, on death beds blowing, 

Larkefheeles trymme* 
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